ill 


The Tragidie 

Vpon his party for the game thereof. 

And therevpon he fends you this good newel: 

That this fame very day, your enemies, 

The kindred of the Quecne, mu ft die at Temfret. 

Haft • Indeedc I am no mourner for this newes, 

Brcaufe they haue beene ftill mine enemies : 

But that lie giue my voycc on Richards fide, 

T o b me my matters heires in true difent, 

God knowes I will not do it to the death. 

Cat. God keepe your Lordlhip in that gracious minde, 
Haft. But I fhall laugh at this a twelmonth hence, 

That they who brought me to my matters hate, 

I line to lo.oke vpon their tragedy: 

I tell thee Catesby. Cat. What my Lord ? 

Haft. Fre a Fort-night make me elder, 
lie lend iome packing that yet thinkc not oneit. 

Cat. Tis a vile thing to die my gracious Lord 
When men are vnprepard, and looke not for ir. 

Haft. O monftrous, monftrous, and fo fals it out 
With %iuersyaHghan,Graj, and fo twill doo 
With fome men else, who thinke thcmfclues as fafe 
As thou, and I, who as thou know ft are deare 
To Princely Richard , and to Buckingham. 

Cat. The Mnces both make high account of you, 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft. I know they doe and I haue well deferued it. 

Enter L erd Stanley. , 

What my L. where is your Boare-fpeare man ? 

Fcare you the Boare, and goe you fo vnprouided ? 
Stan.MyL- good morrow; good morrow Catibj: 

Y ou may tett one, but by the holy Roodc, 

] doe not like thelc leuerall counfelsj. 

Haft. MyL.Iholdroy lifcasdeareasyoudoeyeurs, 
And ncuer in my life 1 doe proteft, 

Waa it more precious to me then it is nova, 

Thinke you but that I know out ftate feeuri, 

1 would be fo triumphant as, 1 am ? * 

Stan. The Lords of Pemfret when they rode from Louam, 
Were iocund,and fuppofoe their fates w*» tore, 
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Andindeedehad nocaufeto miftiuft; 

But yet you (ce how foonc the day Osecaft* 

This fuddaen fcab of rancor I mifdoubt. 

Pray God I fay, I proue a necdh fife coward, 

Butcomemy Lord (hall we to the Tower? 

Haft. I go : but ftay.heare you not the newes ? 

This day thole men you talke of are beheaded. 

St a. They for their truth might better weate their heads. 
Then feme that haue accufed them weare theit bats-; < 

Bat come my L- let vs away. Exit. L. Stanley, & Cat . 

Bail. Go you before He follow prefently. 

Enter Haftings a ‘Purftuaut. 

Haft. Well met Haftings, how goes the world with thee f 
Fur. The better that it pleafe your good Lordfiaip to ask. 
Haft. I tell thee fellow ,tis better with me now, 

Then when I mctthee laft where now wce mcete 
Then was Igoingprifoner to the Tower, 

By the fuggefiion of the Queenes alies ; 

But now I tell thee (keepe it to thy felfe) 

This day thofe enemyes are put to death, 

And I in better ftate then euer I was. 

Fur. God hold it to your Honours good content. 

Haft. Gratnercy Haftings, holdfpcnd thou that. 

Hegmet him his yurfe . 

Tur. Godfaueyour Lordfbip . E xit :< Put. Enter a Pri/ft. 
Haft. What Sir I ohn, yon are well met s 
I am beholding to you for your laft dayes exercife : 

Come the next Sabboth,and 1 will content yo u.Hewhifpert 
Enter Buckingham. (inhtseare. 

Bus. How now Lord Chamber laine , what talking with a 
Your friends at *p emfret they doc need the Pricft. (ptieft. 
Your Honour hath no ftriuing worke in hand. 

Haft. G 00 A faith, and when I met this holy mas. 

Thole men you talke of, came into my minde : 

What, go you to the Tower my Lord f 
Buc. I do, but Jong 1 ftiall not ftay, 

I ftiallrccurnebeforc your Lordihip thence, 

Haft, Tis like enough for I ftay dinner there. 

Fue. And fuppet too although toon knowtft It sot s 

Cow# 






